
BRETHREN EVANGELIST. 

Poetry. 

THE BOW IN THE OLOUD. 

All day long the clouds had lowered, 
And the rain had swept the earth, 

Till it lay all fair and lovely 
As when God first Rave it birth , 

And the sunset splendor falling. 
Set a rainbow in the sky ; 

And I learned life's hardest lesson 
As the clouds were drifting by. 

For the radiant sunset glory, 
Falling on my raptured eyes, 

As the clouds were lifted, thrilled me 
With a rare and sweet surprise 

But if life were all fair weather, 
As the fleeting days go bv, 

We should never know the beauty 
Of the rainbow in the sky. 

As the sun seems all the brighter 
For the troublous clouds that rise, 

So our tears but clear our vision 
For the rainbow's glad surprise 

And our hearts are all the purer 
For the Father's chastening hand, 

While our faith grows clearer, trusting 
Where we cannot understand. 

So if hearts were free from sorrow, 
Eyes were never filled with tears. 

We should never know the rapture 
When the Comforter appears— 

When we rest upon his bosom, 
As the passing moments roll. 

And the Father's smile caressing. 
Sets a rainbow in the soul. 

—Edith Virginia Hradt. 

Contributions. 

MEMORIAL SERMON. 

[Delivered at Warsaw,   Ind.,   May 24,   1896,   by 
REV. C.   F. YODEK.1 

Text :—"Think not that I came to end peace 
upon the earlh. I came not to st irl pi a< e but •> 
sword. 

For I came to set a man at vai iance against his 
father and the daughter against hoi mother, and 
the daughter-in-law against li 1 mothor-in-law. 

And a man'sfoes shallbe they of his own house- 

hold. 
He that loveth father or mother more than me 

is not worthy of me and he that loveth son or 
daughter more than me is not worthy of me. 

And he that doth not take his cross ami follow 
after me is not worthy of me. He that lindeth 
his life shall lose it and he that loseth his life for 
my sake shall find it."    Matt. 10 : 34-40. 

There is a peace which is purchased 
only at the cost of struggle. There is a 
liberty whose price is blood. There is a 
victory which perches only upon the ban- 
ner of the right. There is a kingdom 
whose king wascalled the prince of peace, 
whose advent was heralded by angels sty 
ing "on earth peace," whose first sermon 
contained as a pearl a beatitude for the 
peace makers and whose dying legacy to 
the world was, "Peace I leave with you. 
My peace give I unto yon," and yet that 
kingdom has been the most indomitable 
and aggressive, the  most uncompromis- 

\ 

ing and persistent of any kingdom ever 
founded and the advent of that king 
marked the beginning of a revolution the 
most deep seated and far reaching and 
universal that the world has ever known. 
His life was passed in the midst of con- 
flict and storm and in the midst of com- 
motion in the heavens and on earth he 
laid it down. And at the beginning of 
his career he issued a declaration of war 
saying, "Think not that, I am come to 
send peace upon the earth. I came not 
to send peace but a sword." You will 
find it in Matt. 10 : 34-40- And it is this 
truth so seemingly contrary to his pre- 
dicted mission of peace, so seemingly 
antagonistic to his spirit of love, so seem 
ingly opposed to his work of reconcilia- 
tion, that I want to take for a text as I 
talk to you a little while to-day. 

I have read somewhere a beautiful little 
poem telling how the first family lived 
along in peace and plenty and indiffer- 
ence and carelessness until one day a 
child threw a stone and hit another and 
the blood flowed from the wound in his 
head and he died and they gathered about 
the pale, white corpse stained with red 
blood and questioned what it meant, for 
they knew not that they were mortal and 
must die. And finally they sent for Cain 
and alas, he knew and told them of the 
sentence of death, and when men found 
their days were numbered they began to 
dig and delve and make the most of life 
while it should last, and the arts were 
born, and the industries grew apace, and 
the sound of busy workmen resounded 
where had been sloth and idleness. It is 
a very deep seated law that life is built 
upon the ruins of death. Motion is only 
produced by the expedition of energy. 
And this law finds an analogy in every 
kingdom of nature. 

Development comes only by continual 
struggle. Life itself a moving principle, 
can only exist by resisting the elements of 
decomposition, the germs of disease and 
its competitors in the struggle for exist- 
ence The blessings of liberty,and truth, 
and right,are only possessed when the vic- 
tory is gotten over error and wrong. 

Antagonistic elements have ever been 
set over one against the other, light 
against datkness, heat against cold, good 
against bad. truth against error, love 
against selfishness and the lower "earthly, 
sensual, devilish," has ever been the mor- 
tal of the spiritual and pure and eternal, 
since first the fiat of the Almighty was yet 
echoing in the wondering depths of space 
and the light fought with the darkness in 
the morning of creation and overcame it, 
and the strong Spirit of God moved upon 
the face of the abysmal deep and grap- 
pled with chaos and bound him hand and 

foot with th« sinews of nature's laws and 
out of the struggle came the sweltering 
earth bright with all its pristine splendor. 

And in the man of clay he made, God 
breathed his own eternal spirit, and that 
pure image of God, infinite in its possi- 
bilities, shut up in a temple of corruptible 
clay has ever struggled to be free and as 
the inspired writer has said, "The flesh 
lusts against the spirit, and the spirit 
against the flesh," and has done so for lo, 
these 6000 years ; and so Emerson says, 
"We are still more than half-entangled in 
the miry clay grasping the air and strug- 
gling to be free," and the whole drift of 
progress, and the whole work of evolu- 
tion, and the whole mission of truth in 
the world has been to free man from his 
environment that having gotten the victo- 
ry in the struggle he might soar in the lib- 
erty of the kingdom of God. 

And the sword that the Son of man un- 
sheathed, he cast into the midst of the 
conflict that there might be no truce with 
the carnal, nor contentment with the sin- 
ful and selfish. 

And I think that the wars and revolu 
tions, and struggles for liberty and adap- 
tations to changing conditions and con- 
ceptions that have repeatedly convulsed 
humanity have been as the cataclasms, 
and heavings, and groanings of earth out 
of which has come development and fit- 
ness for habitation. 

I lay in the grass one  Kansas day and 
watched   the   contest  of  a   storm   as   it 
formed in a hurricane.    The day was hot 
and sultry, and exhalations   of earth had 
been ascending and a lurid glow betoken 
ed ill, and soon a  green  cloud came stri- 
ding slowly up from the west.and a wrath- 
ful looking black one came  rushing down 
from the noith-east with ominous mutter- 
ings  from  afar, and   as they  faced  there 
was calm for a moment then out from the 
black one shot a   redhot thunderbolt and 
from  every   crevice   of  the  green,   burst 
streams of livid fire,   and  the  two grap- 
pled like some living things and  wrapped 
great folds about each other,  while  con- 
tinual peal of thunder like dreadful   im- 
precations shook the earth and   the thick 
air   rocked,   and   cold, pitiless   hail   fell 
with the Hood of rain as  the green min- 
gkd with the black   and overcame  it and 
the two moved off  together to the south- 
east leaving  desolation in   its  track for a 
distance around, and  the little  birds lay 
dead, and then it spread out in refreshing 
rain upon the dry, hot earth, and  the sun 
came out and painted a  rainbow over the 
scene and other leaves and other flowers 
came out and clothed the naked trees and 
earth, and other birds sang sweetly in the 
branches and all was bright and calm. 

And it is thus that in the history of men 


